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PREFACE 

The only merit claimed for this little anthology 
Q should be found in its pertinency. In the few 
collections of Valentine verse which have here- 
tofore been issued, little regard has been paid 
to the actual motive of the poems included. If 
they were suitable for use as a valentine it 
was enough, irrespective of the author's thought 
or purpose in their composition. In the present 
collection the editor has aimed to include only 
such verse as has been written with definite ap- 
positeness to St. Valentine and his cult, and to 
make the choice fairly representative of its 
various phases. At the same time it has been 
his hope that the book itself might prove 
an attractive valentine, which would possess 
greater interest to its recipient than a single 
poem copied from some other volume. 
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See his lily sleeves ! and now 
See the mitre on his brow ! 
See his truly pastoral crook, 
And beneath his arm his book 
(Some sweet tome De Arte Amandi) : 
And his hair, 'twixt saint and dandy, 
Lovelocks touching either cheek, 
And black, though with a silver streak, 
As though for age both young and old, 
And his look, 'twixt meek and bold, 
Bowing round on either side, 
Sweetly lipped and earnest-eyed, 
And lining still, to bless the land, 
His very gentlemanly hand. 

Hail ! oh, hail ! and thrice again 
Hail, thou clerk of sweetest pen ! 
Connubialest of clergymen ! 
Exquisite bishop ! — not at all 
Like Bishop Bonner ; no, nor Hall, 
That gibing priest ; nor Atterbury, 
Although he was ingenious, very, 
And wrote the verses on the " Fan ; " 
But then he swore, — unreverend man ! 

[4] 
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But very like good Bishop Berkeley, 
Equally benign and clerkly ; 
Very like Rundle, Shipley, Hoadley, 
And all the genial of the godly ; 
Like De Sales, and like De Paul ; 
But most, I really think of all, 
Like Bishop Mant, whose sweet theology 
Includeth verse and ornithology, 
And like a proper rubric star, 
Hath riven us a new " Calendar," 
So full of flowers and birdly talking, 
Tis like an Eden bower to walk in. 
Such another See is thine, 
O thou Bishop Valentine ; 
Such another, but as big 
To that, as Eden to a fig ; 
For all the world 's thy diocese, 
All the towns and all the trees, 
And all the barns and villages : 
The whole rising generation 
Is thy loving congregation : 
Enviable indeed 's thy station ; 
Tithes cause thee no reprobation, 
Dean and chapters no vexation, 

[5] 
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Heresy 's no spoliation. 
Begged is thy participation ; 
No one wishes thee translation, 
Except for some sweet explanation. 
All decree thee consecration ! 

Beatification ! 

Canonization ! 
All cry out, with heart-prostration. 
Sweet 's thy text-elucidation, 
Sweet, oh, sweet 's thy visitation, 
And Paradise thy confirmation. 

Leigh Hunt. 
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AN ELIZABETHAN VALENTINE 

In an old Album daUd 1583 

When Slumber first undoudes my brain, 

And thoughte is free 
And Sense refreshed renews her reigne, — 

I thinke of Thee. 

When next in prayer to God above 

I bende my knee, 
Then when I pray for those I love, — 

I pray for Thee. 

And when the duties of the day 

Demande of mee 
To rise and journey on life's way, — 

I work for Thee. 

Or if perchance I sing some lay, 
Whate'eritbee; 

[7] 
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All that the idle verses say, — 
They say of Thee. 

For if an eye whose liquid lighte 

Gleams like the sea, 
They sing, or tresses browne and brighte, — 

They sing of Thee. 

And if a wearie mood, or sad, 

Possesses mee, 
One thought can all times make mee glad, — 

The thoughte of Thee. 

And when once more upon my bed, 

Full wearily, 
In sweet repose I lay my head, — 

I dream of Thee. 

In short, one only wish I have — 

To live for Thee ; 
Or gladly if one pang 't would save 

I 'd die for Thee. 
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TO A LADY 

With a Pair of Glows on St. Valentine's Day 

Brimful of anger, not of love, 

The champion sends his foe one glove ; 

But I who have a double share 

Of softer passion, send a pair. 

Nor think it, dearest Celia, cruel 

That I invite you to a duel ; 

Ready to meet you face to face, 

At any time, in any place ; 

Nor will I leave you in the lurch 

Tho* you shoulcf dare to name the church. 

There come equipp'd with all your charms 

The ring and licence are my arms ; 

With these I mean your power to try, 

And meet my charmer tho' I die. 

George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham. 
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TO CUPID 

Thou, who didst never see the light 

Nor know'st the pleasure of the sight, 

But always blinded, canst not say 

Now it is night, or now 't is day : 

So captivate her sense, so blind her eye, 

That still she love me, yet she ne'er lcnew why. 

Thou who dost wound us with such art, 
We see no blood drop from the heart, 
And, subtly cruel, leave no sign 
To tell the blow or hand was thine : 
O gently, gently wound my fair that she 
May thence believe the wound did come from 
thee! 

Robert Herrick. 
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THE VALENTINE 

As youthful day put on his best 

Attire to usher morn, 
And she to greet her glorious guest 

Did her fair self adorn, 
Up did I rise, and hide mine eyes 

As I went through the street, 
Lest 1 should one that I despise 
Before a fairer meet. 
And why 
Was I, 
Think you, so nice and fine ? 
Well did I wot 
(Who wots it not ?) 
It was Saint Valentine. 

In fields by Thoebus great with young 
Of flowers and hopeful buds, 

Resembling thoughts that freshly sprung 
In lovers' lively broods, 

["] 
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A damsel fair and fine I saw, 

So fair and finely dight, 
As put my heart almost in awe 
To attempt a mate so bright ; 

ButO 

Why so ? 
Her purpose was like mine, 

And readily 

She said as I 
" Good morrow, Valentine." 



A fair of love we kept awhile : 

She for each word I said 
Gave me two smiles, and for each smile 

1 her two kisses paid. 
The violet made haste to appear, 

To be her bosom-guest, 
With first primrose that grew this year 

I purchased for her breast : 
Tome 
Gave she 

Her golden lock for mine ; 

[12] 
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My ring ot jet, 
For her bracelet, 
I gave my Valentine. 



Subscribed with a line of love 
My name for her I wrote;. 
In silk for me her name she wove 
Whereto this was her mot, 
" As shall this year thy truth appear 

I still, my dear, am thine ; " 
" Your mate to-day, and love for aye, 
If you so say," was mine. 
While thus 
On us 
Each others favours shine. 
" No more have we 
To change," quoth she 
" Now farewell, Valentine." 



" Alas," said I, " let friends not seem 
Between themselves so strange 

[13] 
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The jewels both we dear'st esteem 
You know are yet to change." 
She answers " No," yet smiles as though 

Her tongue her thought denies! 
Who truth of maiden's mind will know 
Must seek it in her eyes. 
She blush'd, 
I wish'd 
Her heart as free as mine, 
She sight l and sware 
"•In sooth you are 
Too wanton, Valentine." 



Yet I such further favour won 

By suit and pleasing play, 
She vow'd what now was left undone 

Should finish'd be in May ; 
And though perplex'd with such delay 

As more augments desire, 
Twixt present grief and promised joy, 

I from my mate retire: 

1 sighed. 
[14] 



Digitized by GoOgle 



If she 

Tome 
Preserves her vows divine 

And constant troth, 

She shall be both 
My love and Valentine. 

From Westminster Drollery, 1672. 
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PHILLIS INAMORATA 

Come be my Valentine ! 
I '11 gather eglantine, 
Cowslips and sops-in-wine 

With fragrant roses. 
Down by thy Phillis sit, 
She will white lilies get, 
And daffodillies fit 

To make thee posies. 

I have a milk-white lamb, 
New-taken from its dam, 
It comes where'er I am 

When I call "Willy;" 
1 have a wanton kid 
Under my apron hid ; 
A colt that ne 'er was rid, 

A pretty filly. 

[16] 
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THE MISTAKE 

When on fair Celia I did spy 
A wounded heart of stone, 

The wound had almost made me cry. 
Sure this heart was my own ! 

But when I saw it was enthroned 

In her celestial breast, 
O then I it no longer own'd, 

Fbr mine was ne 'er so blest. 

Yet, if in highest heavens do shine, 
Each constant martyr's heart, 

Then she may well give rest to mine, 
That for her sake doth smart ; 

Where, seated in so high a bliss, 
Though wounded, it shall live ; 

Death enters not in Paradise, 
The place free life doth give. 

[19] 
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Or if the place less sacred were, 

Did but her saving eye 
Bathe my sick heart in one kind tear, 

Then should I never die. 

Slight balms may heal a slighter sore, 

No medicine less divine 
Can ever hope for to restore 

A wounded heart like mine. 

Thomas Carew. 
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Pansies on their lowly stems 
Scattered o'er the fallows 
Hazel-buds with crimson gems, 
Green and glossy sallows, 
Tufted moss andf ivy twine : 
Deck my Love, my Valentine ! 

Few and simple flow'rets these ; 
Yet, to me, less riorious 
Garden beds and orchard trees : 
Since this wreath victorious 
Binds you now forever mine — 
O my Love, my Valentine ! 

James Montgomery 
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THE SURPRISE 

I dreamt I saw you yesternight, 
And claspt my hands about your eyes, 

Nor dared to venture in your sight 
Until you pardoned the surprise. 

So take my letter, Valentine, 

My name and mission quickly guess — 
I fear to offer word or sign ; 

I wait until you whisper " Yes." 

Heinrich Heine. 
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VALENTINE 

Old Custom, which to-day allows 

Addresses such as this ; 
When timid lovers breathe their vows, 

And sing of promised bliss ; 
Emboldens one, who else would fear 

To make his feelings known, 
To whisper in the fair one's ear 

A sorrow — all his own. 

Old Custom says, that rhyming words 

Must form the Valentine ; 
Yet jingling verse but ill accords 

With sentiments like mine. 
Beheld, like visions fair and bright, 

At once your power was proved, 
No sooner seen, than lost to sight, 

No sooner known than loved. 

[29] 
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The lightning's fire from angry skies 

An instant death can give, 
And who shall meet those soul-fraught eyes, 

And yet unwounded live ? 
Unlike the wrathful flame of heaven, 

Their radiance they impart ; 
But not less sure the wound is given 

Which rankles in the heart. 



The smile that decks that downy cheek 

To arch expression joined, 
The goodness of the heart bespeak, 

And powers of the mind ; 
T is seldom in the world we trace 

An union half so rare, 
In one combining sense and grace, 

As talented as fair. 



Again to meet, — again to part — 

It may — it may not be; 
The thought but grieves an aching heart 

For what am I to thee ! 

[30] 
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Then fare thee well, no breast can own 

A passion half so pure 
As his who loves unseen, unknown, 

Nor ever hopes a cure. 

Theodore Hook. 
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THE DOVE 

Tell me, little darling Dove, 
Whence and whither dost thou rove ? 

I am in haste ; a brother tied 
This doggrel greeting to my side ; 
May every good my sister bless, — 
Life, virtue, health, and happiness; 
Not vulgar mirth, but modest sense ; 
Not mines of gold, but competence ; 
With these her bark may peaceful glide, 
Uninjured, down life's swelling tide. 
May soft Content's all-healing power 
Stand ready for each suffering hour, 
Enhance the good the Fates bestow, 
And mitigate the pangs of woe. 
Each year may an adoring crew 
New Valentines around her strew ; 
Be every page, be every line 
As ardent, as sincere, as mine ! 

WlNTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED. 

February 14, 1817. 
[32] 
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ST. VALENTINES DAY 

This day was sacred, once, to Pan, 
And kept with song and wine ; 

But when our better creed began 
T was held no more divine, 

Until there came a holy man, 
One Bishop Valentine. 

He, finding, as all good men will 

Much in the ancient way 
That was not altogether ill, 

Restored the genial day ; 
And we the pagan fashion still 

With pious hearts obey. 

Without this custom, all would go 

Amiss in Love's affairs, 
All passion would be poor dumb show, 

Pent sighs, and secret prayers ; 
And bashful maids would never know 

What timid swain was theirs. 
3 [33] 
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Ah ! many things with mickle pains 

Without reward are done, 
A thousand poets rack their brains 

For her who loves but one ; 
Yea, many weary with their strains 

The nymph that cares for none. 

Yet, should no faithful heart be faint 

To give affection's sign : 
So, dearest, let mine own acquaint 

With its emotion — thine ; 
And blessings on that fine old Saint, 

Good Bishop Valentine ! 

Thomas William Parsons. 



[34] 
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A VALENTINE 

SOON to the Rose the nightingale 

Shall breathe his tender lay ; 
But love that hath a sweeter tale, 

Must tell that tale to-day. 
In sighs, which are the spirit's song, 

My soul is poured to thine ; 
And Time grows young and Hope grows 
strong 

To hail my Valentine. 

Since darkened hearts dear Love makes bright, 

What might he do for ours ? 
Make all their fancies speak in light, 

Their feelings grow in flowers : 
Glad fancies, flinging song about, 

Like stars the while they shine; 
And feelings giving fragrance out, 

Because they intertwine. 

[35] 



Digitized by GoOgle 



Whatever Love hath touched the ground, 

It is the time of roses, — 
Of fairy wreaths, within whose round 

The sighing soul reposes. 
O ! take my spirit home to thine, — 

Elsewhere 't is wintry weather : 
Hearts only yield their bloom divine 

When two have bloomed together. 

Thomas Kibble Hervey. 
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VALENTINE'S DAY 1873 

Oh ! I wish I were a tiny browny bird from 
out the south, 
Settled among the alder-holts, and twittering 
by the stream ; 
I would put my tiny tail down, and put up my 
tiny mouth, 
And sing my tiny life away in one melodi- 
ous dream. 

I would sing about the blossoms, and the sun- 
shine and the sky, 
And the tiny wife I meant to have in such a 
cosy nest ; 
And if some one came and shot me dead, why 
then I could but die, 
With my tiny life and tiny song just ended 
at their best. 

Charles Kingsley. 

[37] 
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LOVE'S LOVERS 

Some ladies love the jewels in Love's zone, 
And gold-tipped darts he hath for painless 



In idle sco 



scornful hours he flings away ; 
And some that listen to his lute's soft tone 
Do love to vaunt the silver praise their own; 
Some praise his blindfold sight; and there 

be they 
Who kissed his wings which brought him 
yesterday 
And thank his wings to-day that he is flown. 
My lady only loves the heart of Love : 
Therefore Love's heart, my lady, hath for 

thee 
His bower of unimagined flower and tree : 
There kneels he now, and all are hungered of 
Thine eyes gray-lit in shadowing hair above, 
Seals with thy mouth his immortality. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
[38] 
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A VALENTINE 

She that is fair, though never vain or proud, 
More fond of home, than fashion's changing 

crowd ; 
Whose taste refined even female friends admire, 
Dressed not for show, but robed in neat attire ; 
She who has learned, with mild, forgiving 

breast, 
To pardon frailties, hidden or conf est ; 
True to herself, yet willing to submit, 
More swayed by love than ruled by worldly 

wit; 
Though young, discreet, — though ready, ne'er 

unkind, 
Blessed with no pedant's, but a Woman's 

mind ; — 
She wins our hearts, toward her our thoughts 

incline, 
So at her door go leave my Valentine. 

James T. Fields. 
[39] 
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TO A LADY WITH A RING 

Sweet Valentine, dear Lady Mine, 

Love lays an offering at your shrine ; 

Yet seeks not by this span of gold 

That which would reach through years untold, 

Would burn when life itself is cold. 

Not with the dazzling fitful gleam 

That gilds the stripling's fever-dream 

(For love, the dream-love of the boy, 

Is but a glimmering summer toy), 

But with the strong and steady glow, 

But with the deep and tender flow, 

That a man's heart alone can know, 

Pouring his soul out at her feet 

Whose smile can make all dark things sweet. 

Love undivided, close, and dear, 

With ready arm to guide and cheer, 

His breast her shield from every fear, — 

[40] 
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Love, changeless still, where change is rife, 
Through storm and calm, through peace and 

strife, 
For grief, for joy, for death, for life ! 
Love breathed in one soft whisper, — Wife. 

H. Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
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VALENTINE VERSES 

I send a sign of love; the shower sends 
The breeze before it, whispering, "He is 
coming ! " 

And the glad field her leaves and flowers bends, 
And hushes all her myriad insects' humming. 

I send a sign of love ; the morning sends 
A rosy cloud, his mounted messenger ; 

And the glad earth in ecstasy attends, 
Sure now her love himself will come to her. 

O fairer than the field, than the whole earth, 
Would that thy lover's coming in thy sight 

Were as the rain-cloud to a land of dearth, 
Were as the morning to a world of night ! 
Francis William Bourdillon. 
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A BALLAD 

When summer leaves were green and wide, 

And sultry was the weather, 
Home went two lovers side by side, 
From raking hay together; 
And he might plead and sue his fill, 
But she said naught— yet listened still. 

And when the woods were bleak and bare, 

And skies were gray and freezing, 
Still came no answer to his prayer, 
Nor to his trouble easing ; 
And he must mourn his heavy fate, 
Who sought in vain his fancied mate. 

Come, own my love and constant truth ! 
You not so sore have tried me, 

[431 
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Yet let the crowning of our youth 
No longer be denied me ; 
So coming spring shall garlands twine 
To deck my dainty Valentine. 

B. Montgomery Ranking. 
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ST. VALENTINE'S DAY 

To-day, all day, I rode upon the down, 
With hounds and horseman, a brave company, 
On this side in its glory lay the sea, 
On that the Sussex weald, a sea of brown. 
The wind was light, and brightly the sun shone, 
And still we galloped on from gorse to gorse. 
And once, when checked, a thrush sang, and 

my horse 
Pricked his quick ears as to a sound unknown. 
I knew the spring was come. I knew it even 
Better than all by this, that through my chase 
In bush and stone and hill and sea and heaven 
I seemed to see and follow still your face. 
Your face my quarry was. For it I rode, 
My horse a filing of wings, myself a god. 

Wilfred Scawen Blunt. 
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"LOVE HAS NO WINTER 
HOURS" 

TOO cold almost for hope of Spring, 
Of first fruits from the realm of flowers, 
Your dauntless Valentine, I bring 
One sprig of love, and sing 
" Love has no Winter hours." 
If even in this world love is love 

(This wintry world which felt the Fall), 
What must it be in heaven above 
Where love to great and small 
Is all in all? 

Christina G. Rossetti. 
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VALENTINE IN FORM OF 
BALLADE 

The soft wind from the south land sped, 

He set his strength to blow, 
From forests where Adonis bled, 

And lily flowers a-row : 

He crossed the straits like streams that flow, 
The ocean dark as wine, 

To my true love to whisper low, 
To be your Valentine, 

The Spring half-raised her drowsy head, 

Besprent with drifted snow, 
" I '11 send an April day," she said, 

" To lands of wintry woe." 
He came, — the winter's overthrow, — 
With showers that sing and shine, 

Pied daisies round your path to strow, 
To be your Valentine. 
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Where sands of Egypt, swart and red, 

'Neath suns Egyptian glow, 
In places of the princely dead, 

By the Nile's overflow, 

The swallow preened her wings to go, 
And for the North did pine, 

And fain would brave the frost, her foe, 
To be your Valentine. 

ENVOY 

Spring, Swallow, South Wind, even so, 
Their various voice combine ; 

But that they crave on me bestow, 
To be your Valentine. 

Andrew Lang. 
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FEBRUARY 

Wan, wind-wracked month, of all the months 
most bare 

Of outward beauty or of inward grace; 

Reserved of ancient custom to efface 
By sacrificial offering, whate'er 
Of taint was held to be the whole year's share : 

One day, at least, thy cold, gray arms em- 
brace, 

That serves to set a dimple in thy face 
And by its fairness make the rest more fair : 
The happy day when birds begin to woo, 

And win fond mates, to bless the tiny nest, 

Already modelled in the tinier breast ; 
The happy day in which, sweet heart, for you, 

A rosier tint o'erspreads this breast of mine, 

Sending its message through Saint Valentine. 
Mary Barker Dodge. 
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A VALENTINE 

The wise forget, dear heart ; 

They leave the past 
And play the hero's part 

Brave to the last. 

They weep not nor regret, 

Qdm are their eyes. 
Dear heart, the wise forget. 

I am not wise. 

JEANNETTE BLISS GlLLESPY. 
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SPRING SMILES 

Spring smiles anew with myriad hue, 
And lauriis aloud in the breeze ; 

Pours forth her song blithe nests among, 
Her dance in the waving trees : 

And sweet such joys to hear and see, 

Did but my Valentine rove with me ! 

Each path through life with flowers is rife, 
And mirth is born in the breast, 

And every day has its song and play, 
And every a^e its zest : 

And such long joys in store might be, 

Would but my Valentine pair with me ! 

Enis Herne. 



[St] 



Digitized by GoOgle 



AN UNSENTIMENTAL 
VALENTINE 

If I met you face to face, 
Maiden fair and full of grace, 
I should bow and doff my hat, 
Say " your servant," ana all that. 

While I watched your pretty ways, 
I could only smile and praise, 
And you'd never dream your lover 
Could a flaw in you discover. 

But I 'm bolder, Lady mine, 
Hid behind St. Valentine ; 
And I '11 count you one, two, three 
Faults that I can plainly see. 
[52] 



Digitized by GoOgle 



Once I saw a tempest rise, 
Clouding o'er your pretty eyes, 
When a guest came to the door 
Who was old and sad and poor. 

Once I saw you turn away 
With a cold and fretful " nay," 
When your little brother came 
Begging for some childish game. 

Once I saw you sit at ease 
With a book upon your knees, 
While your mother, patient saint, 
Did your work without complaint. 

Ah, my pretty Valentine, 
Ere I ask you to be mine, 
I must know that lovely face 
Shines with more than surface grace, 
That your captivating art 
Does not hide a careless heart, 
Lest when tresses brown grow white 
Eyes get dim which now are bright, 
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Age and trouble come apace, 
Stealing beauty from your face, 
I should bitterly repine 
Choosing you my Valentine. 

Elizabeth P. Allen. 
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VALENTINE 

To her whose heart has made her lovely face 
A Heaven for its sweet roses; her whose grace 
Of thought and word and deed forever seems 
The light of some sweet angel in her soul, 
Stealing from Heaven in still, half conscious 

dreams: 
Go, little Doves, and bear this gentle scroll 
(Bearing my heart) to her— ah, if she smiles, 
You need not tell: I'd know it a thousand 

miles! 
Go, little Doves, to her for whom I pine 
And softly whisper : " Here 's your Valentine." 

John James Piatt. 
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THE REEDS 

To the reeds I will tell 
That I love my love well, 
They shall whisper to her, 
As their slender leaves stir, 
That no other than she 
Can my Valentine be. 
To the brookside, oh, hie thee, 
Where halcyons hover, 
And hark, while they sigh thee 
A vow from thy lover. 

M. E. G. 
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A VALENTINE 

O Princess, what shall I bring 

To offer before thy throne ? 
For 1 know of no joyous thing 

That is not already thine own* 

Youth and beauty and love 
Desirest thou more than these ? 

Lo, from the skies above 
And from far away mystical seas, 

All things radiant and rare 

All things tender and sweet, 
Hasten, O Princess fair, 

To fall in delight at thy feet. 

So, Princess, what shall 1 bring, 

When low I bend at thy throne ? 
" My hfeart for an offering," 
E'en that has been long thine own. 

Eugene Field. 
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A RONDEL 

Awake, awake, O gracious heart, 
There 's some one knocking at the door; 

The chilling breezes make him smart ; 
His little feet are tired and sore. 

Arise, and welcome him before 
Adown his cheeks the big tears start : 

Awake, awake, O gracious heart, 
There 's some one knocking at the door. 

T is Cupid come with loving art 
To honour, worship, and implore : 

And lest, unwelcomea, he depart 
With all his wise mysterious lore, 

Awake, awake, O gracious heart, 
There 's some one knocking at the door. 

Frank Dempster Sherman. 
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THE VALENTINE 

My Valentine's a page of gold, 
Upon it by the morning lijjht 
I trace new hopes and fancies bright, 

So sweetly is the story told, 

That old, old story, yet so new, 
A little song of love, a voice 
That bids my faltering soul rejoice, 

A promise to be ever true ; 

love, sweet love, this honest heart 
Unknown to coquetry or art, 

Hath sworn fidelity to you. 
And to my trustful heart I press 
My valentine, with fond caress. 

But still as sweetly as of old, 
And now the long, long years have fled, 

1 read the treasured sheet of gold. 
What tho' my love, alas ! be dead 
And as I read from yonder skies 
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An angel with a radiant crown 
Comes to my lovely chamber down 

And bids me dry my streaming eyes. 
So in the soft declining day 
I think of him who 's far away, 

Whose body in the churchyard lies. 
And to my broken heart I press 
My valentine, with fond caress. 

Eugene Field. 
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VALENTINE FOR MY MOTHER 

Motherkin mine, are you fond of me, dear ? 
Do you really and honestly love me, 1 pray ? 
Throw me a kiss, for St. Valentine 's here ! 

Are you sorry I 'm so far away from you here ? 
Do you miss me a little, on Valentine's day ? 
Motherkin mine, are you fond of me, dear ? 

Though it come with a smile or it come with 

a tear, 
I '11 know what you mean (though you 'U 

try to be gay), 
Throw me a kiss, for St. Valentine 's here ! 

Ah, that one has reached me, so be of good 

cheer— 
(There 9 s another for you, that is now on 

the way) 
Motherkin mine, are you fond of me, dear ? 
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Ah, Motherkin, though you're a woman, 'tis 

clear 
There's one thing that you can throw 

straight, I must say ! 
Throw me a kiss, for St. Valentine 's here ! 

Oh ! all of the girls will be jealous, I fear — 
I 'U none of their kisses, with you I would 
play ! 
Motherkin mine, are you fond of me, dear? 
Throw me a kiss, for St. Valentine 's here ! 

Gelett Burgess. 
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WITH A HAND-GLASS 
TO A LADY 

Let not my looking on thee once, O glass f 
Cloud the bright visions thou art yet to see. 
My image wholly from thy face shall pass, 
And her fair beauty daily shine on thee. 
Tell her my darkened days would show as 

bright 
Were they illumined by her constant light. 

M. A. De Wolfe Howe. 
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MY VALENTINE 

My little Valentine is fair. 

Her name — ah, don't you wish you knew ? 
All curling falls her soft brown hair 

And her dark eyes flash as the dew 
On roses sparkles when the sun 
Kisses the flowers it has won 

To open by its rays. 

What shall I send my Valentine 

Upon this joyous festal day 
While Cupid's arrows flash and shine 

Piercing my heart, though not to slay ? 
My wounded heart to her I '11 send 
That she, perchance, her love may lend 

To bring me happy days. 

Laurens Mayrard. 
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VALENTINE 

Lavish Nature's hands bestow 

Meadows full of daisies ; 
Shelley's lark -song, Herrick's dew, 

Keats' flower-fragrant mazes. 
Gather all within a dream, 

Admire them and ponder, 
Yet your treasures will not seem 

Half so great a wonder 
As my love's rich charms that shine 
In my verse — Her Valentine 1 

William Stanley Braithwaite. 
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SONG FOR THE FOURTEENTH 
OF FEBRUARY 

BY A GENERAL LOVER 
' ' MilU gravem Ulis, txbausta pens pbarrtra " 

Apollo has peeped through the shutter 

And wakened the witty and fair 
The boarding school belle *s in a flutter, 

The two-penny post 's in despair ; 
The breath of the morning is flinging 

A magic on blossom, on spray, 
And cockneys and sparrows are singing 

In chorus on Valentine's Day. 

Away with ye, dreams of disaster, 

Away with ye, visions of law, 
Of cases 1 never shall master, 

Of pleadings I never shall draw ! 
Away with ye, parchments and papers, 

Red tapes, unread volumes, away ! 
It gives a fond lover the vapours 

To see you on Valentine's Day. 
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I '11 sit in my night-cap, like Hayley, 

1 '11 sit with my arms crost, like Spain, 
Till joys which are vanishing daily, 

Come back in their lustre again : 
Oh ! shall I look over the waters, 

Or shall I look over the way, 
For the brightest and best of Birth's daughters, 

To rhyme to, on Valentine's Day ? 

Shall I crown with my worship, for fame's sake, 

Some goddess whom Fashion has starred, 
Make puns on Miss Love and her namesake, 

Or pray for a pas with Brocard ? 
Then 1 flirt, in romantic idea, 

With Chester's adorable clay, 
Or whisper in transport " Si mea x 

Cum Vtstris " — on Valentine's Day ? 

Shall I kneel to a Sylvia or Celia, 
Whom no one e'er saw, or may see, 

A fancy drawn Laura Amelia, 
An ad libit, Anna Marie ? 

1 Si mea cum vestris tw/nissent vote— Ovid. Metara 
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Shall 1 court an initial with stars to it 

Go mad for a G. or a J., 
Get Bishop to put a few bars to it 

And print it on Valentine's Day ? 



1 think not of Laura the Witty ; 

For, oh ! she is married at York ! 
I sigh not for Rose of the Gty, 

For, oh ! she is buried at Cork ! 
Adtte has a braver and better 

To say — what I never could say ; 
Louise cannot construe a letter 

Of English, on Valentine's Day. 



So perish the leaves in the arbour I 

The tree is all bare in the blast ; 
Like a wreck that is drifting to harbour, 

I come to thee, Lady, at last 
Where art thou, so lovely and lonely ? 

Though idle the lute and the lay, 
The lute and the lay are thine only, 

My fairest, on Valentine's Day. 
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For thee I have opened my Blackstone, 

Fbr thee I have shut up myself ; 
Exchanged my long curls for a Caxton, 

And laid my short whist on the shelf ; 
Fbr thee 1 have sold my old sherry, 

For thee 1 have burnt my new play ; 
And 1 grow philosophical, — very ! 

Except upon Valentine's Day. 

WlNTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY THE 

FOURTEENTH OF 

FEBRUARY 

Darkness succeeds to twilight : 
Through lattice and through skylight 
The stars no doubt, if one looked out, 
Might be observed to shine : 
And sitting by the embers 
I elevate my members 
On a stray chair, and then and there 
Commence a Valentine. 

Yea ! by Saint Valentinus, 
Emma shall not be minus 
What all young ladies, whate'er their grade is, 
Expect to-day no doubt : 
Emma the fair, the stately, 
Whom I beheld so lately, 
Smiling beneath the snow-white wreath 
Which told that she was " out." 
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Wherefore fly to her, swallow, 
And mention that I 'd " follow," 
And " pipe and trill," et cetera, till 
1 died, had I but wings : 
Say the North f s " true and tender," 
The South an old offender ; 
And hint in fact, with your well-known tact, 
All kinds of pretty things. 

Say I grow hourly thinner, 
Simply abhor my dinner. 
Though 1 do try and absorb some viand 
Each day for form's sake merely ; 
And ask her, when all 's ended, 
And I am found extended, 
With vest blood-spotted and cut carotid, 
To think on Her's sincerely. 

Charles Stuart Calverley. 
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THE LAWYER'S VALENTINE 

I 'M notified, fair neighbor mine, 

By one of our profession, 
That this — the Term of Valentine — 

Is Cupid's Special Session. 

Permit me therefore to report 

Myself on this occasion, 
Quite ready to proceed to Court, 

And File my Declaration. 

I Ve an Attachment for you, too ; 

A legal and a strong one ; 
O, yield unto the Process, do ; 

Nor let it be a long one ! 

No scowling bailiff lurks behind ; 

He 'd be a precious noddy, 
Who, failing to Arrest the mind, 

Should go and take the Body ! 
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For though a form like yours might throw 

A sculptor in distraction ; 
I could n t serve a Capias — no — 

I 'd scorn so base an Action ! 

O do not tell me of your youth, 

And turn away demurely ; 
For though you 're very young, in truth, 

You 're not an Infant, surely ! 

The Case is everything to me ; 

My heart is love's own tissue ; 
Don't plead a Dilatory Plea ; 

Let 's have the General Issue ! 

Or, — since you 've really no defence, 

Why not, this present Session, 
Omitting all absurd pretence, 

Give judgment by Confession ? 

So shall you be my loving wife 

And I — your faithful lover 
Be Tenant of your heart for Life, 

With no Remainder over. 

John Godfrey Saxe. 
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A CLEAR EYED CUPID 

YONGE Love, a playing in faire Celia's haire, 
Became entangled in a golden snare, 
And tearful vowed if she would sette him free 
He 'd paye ye ransome, whatso'er it be. 

She loosed his lyght wings from ye twisted 

tress, 
And off he fluttered, free but weaponless ; 
For Celia tooke his quiver and swift bowe 
For ransome, ere she lette ye rascal goe. 

More merdlesse than Cupid, Celia is, 
Clear-eyed, she shoots with surer aim than his ; 
And, if ye quiver fail not, as we praye, 
Noe man shall live, but bearesawoundeawaye. 

William Lindsay. 
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VALENTINE 

Great Antony, I drink to thee, 

The Roman lover bold, 
Who knew the worth of love and earth 

And gave the dross for gold. 

Rich Antony, I envy thee, 

Who hadst a world to stake, 
And, win or lose, didst bravely choose 

To risk it for Her sake. 

Poor Antony, I pity thee, 

So small a world was thine 
I 'd scorn to lay the prize to-day 

Before my Valentine ! 

James Jeffrey Roche. 
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A SMOKER'S VALENTINE 

What 's my love's name ? Guess her name. 

She reciprocates my flame, 

Cheers me wheresoe'er I go ; 

Never forward, never coy, 

She is ever more my joy. 

Who could help but love her so ? 

Nicotina, mistress mine, 

Thou shalt be my Valentine. 

From Lyra Nicotiana 
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DAISY'S VALENTINES 

All night through Daisy's sleep, it seems, 

Have ceaseless " rat-taps " thundered ; 
All night through Daisy's rosy dreams 

Have devious Postmen blundered, 
Delivering letters round her bed, — 
Suggestive missives, sealed with red, 
And franked of course with due Queen's- 
head, — 
While Daisy lay and wondered. 

But now, when chirping birds begin, 
And Day puts oil the Quaker, — 

When Cook renews her morning din 
And rates the cheerful baker, — 

She dreams her dream no dream at all, 

For, just as pigeons come at call, 

Winged letters flutter down and fall 
Around her head, and wake her. 
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Yes, there they are ! With quirk and twist, 

And f raudhil art directed ; 
(Save Grandpapa's dear stiff old " fist," 

Through all disguise detected ;) 
But which is his, — her young Lothair's, — 
Who wooed her on the school-room stairs 
With three sweet cakes, and two ripe pears, 

In one neat pile collected ? 

T is there, be sure. Though truth to speak, 

(If truth may be permitted), 
I doubt that younr " rift-bearing Greek " 

Is scarce for fealty fitted ; 
Fbr has he not (I grieve to say), 
To two loves more, on this same day, 
In just the same emblazoned way, 

His transient vows transmitted ? 



He may be true. Yet, Daisy dear, 
That even youth grown colder 

You '11 find is no new thing, I fear ; 
And when you 're somewhat older, 
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You '11 read of one Dardanian boy 
Who " wooed with jpfts " a maidfen coy, — 
Then took the morning train to Troy 
In spite of all he 'd told her. 

But wait. Your time will come, and then 

Obliging Fates, please send her 
The bravest thine you have in men, 

Sound-hearted, strong, and tender; — 
The kind of man, dear Fates, you know, 
That feels how shyly Daisies grow, 
And what soft things they are, and so 

Will spare to spoil or mend her. 

Austin Dobson. 
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MAMMA'S VALENTINE 

Baby came toddling up to my knee, 
His chubby features all aglow, 
" Dess I *se doin' to be 'oor beau, 

See what oo' dot from me ! " 

A valentine from my baby boy ! 
A crumpled sheet and a homely scrawl, 
In a baby hand — that was all — 

Yet it filled my heart with joy. 

Broken my heart and white my hair, 
And my mother's eyes are used to weep ; 
My little boy is fast asleep 

In the churchyard over there. 

What shall be mamma's valentine ? — 
The spirit touch of the baby hand, 
A baby voice from the spirit land 

Singing a song divine. 

Eugene Field. 
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TO MY DAUGHTER 

Her kiss is warm upon my cheek, 

She is not coy nor shy ; 
Her arms were clinging round my neck 

When she bade me good-bye. 

She whispers soft her love for me, 

And I tell her of mine ; 
Sweetheart, no other maid could be 

So dear a Valentine. 

She loves me more than all the world ; 

Yet sadly I foresee, 
As time rolls on, some other swain 

May be preferred to me. 

Were she sixteen, instead of three, 

This little Daughter mine, 
Another's vows might prove more dear 
Than Papa's Valentine. 

Walter Learned. 
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MAY'S VALENTINE , 

"It's up we'll get!" 

Cried Nurse Jeannette, 

" To feel the sun a- warming. 

St. Valentine 

Will feast and dine, 

And bring you something charming.' 

Then dressed they fast 

In ruffles vast 

This best of little creatures 

But at the pane 

She watched in vain, 

And ah, the sorry features ! 

His laughter done, 

The sober sun 

Behind a cloud went straying. 

A heavy snow 

Began to blow ; 

The boys ran in from playing. 

"Twill be here yet," 
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Said Nurse Jeannette, 

" Perhaps at noon, my deary," 

The postman passed, 

In snow and blast, 

And May's blue eyes were teary. 

"It's dark and wet," 

Said Nurse Jeannette, 

" St. Valentine is groping ; 

So May, my dear, 

Wipe off that tear, 

And don't you give up hoping ! " 

When twilight came, 

The little dame 

Still peeped from out the curtain. 

The sleet came pelt ! 

She was, she felt, 

Forgotten now, for certain. 

But candleshine 

Brought Valentine — 

A valentine so rosy ! 

Nor dreamed the miss 

T would look like this, 

Surpassing song or posy. 
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She jumped for joy : 

A baby boy 

Lay blinking up to greet her. 

A brother ! May, 

You darling, say 

What valentine were sweeter ? 

Agnes Lee. 
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This first edition of The Book of Saint 
Valentine, with a decorative border and 
an endpiece drawn by Edith Brown, is 
printed for Small, Maynard & Company 
in November, 1907, by The University 
Press at Cambridge, Mass., U. S. A. 
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